CHAPTER XIV—Continued.
-1t

“T'll do It,” sald Brousseau. “I meant
%o. And now—"

He rose to embrace her, but she
astepped away from him., “Not until
we are married, Edouard,” she said.

Broussean winced now, “It almost
fooks ss8 if you didn't love me,” he
muttered In disgust. And in that
ssutence the major part of his charac-
fer might have been epitomized.

Two days after the news reached
Hillary be went Into the village for his
mall. Taking It to his office to read,
‘ie found among it a bulky envelope
addressed to him from Ontarlo in an
unknown writing. He opened it and
found a letter from Morris.

However evasive the ex-manager
had beem In conversation, he was di-
rect enough In writing., . “Youn didn't
treat me well, and I guess you had
Teason to act as you did” he wrote,
““That hound Brousseau swindled me
as he was swindling you, and I'm go-
img to put you in possession of the
facts and documents, which 1 took
from his desk before leaving. You
meedn't have any scruples about using
them, because they refer principally to

Hilary thought enough of the mat-
ter to send a man to Lafe, asking him
to come In immediately; and that
afternoon the two men went over the
sitnation together.

“It's a clear case”
“He's been swindling the property
right and left. it seems. I allowed for
a few thousands, but as I make it out
it amounts to nearly eighty thousand.”

Lafe whistled and took up the paper
that Hilary handed him.

“This is the contract with Leblanc
to cut on the St. Bonlface limits,” he
sald. “So there's no mistaking
owned that lumber in the river)

He took up another document, “A
contract with the Cornwall Paper
compgny to supply twenty thousand
cords of spruce wood from the St
Boniface limits,” he said,
fBiere's Morrls' receipt for seven thou-
sand dollars’ commission on ‘gumimy
8r’ as he would call it—in other words,
pulpwood seld off the seigniory during
1014, at 10 per cent, What do you
make of it, Lafe?”

“Water-tight," answered Lafe,

“Here's another document
makes interesting reading,”
Hilary, handing it to him,

Lafe studied It. “I don't get It he
aald.

“It's Lamartine's acknowledgment of
@fty thousand dollars received from
Rosay rfor fifty shares in the North |
Empire Development company—one of
Brousseau's interests. Now look at
this one. Lamartine (s remitting five
‘thousand dollars Jless the broker's
charges for the sale of North Empire
Development stock, as per order. He
doesn't say how much stock. Lamar-
tine isn't a fool. But here's Rosoy's
acknowledgment of the five thonsand
dollars less broker's charges for the
gule of fifty shares, dated March 9,
1918. Now here's a stock market
elipping from a newspaper of March
4, showing the stock at 3875,

“That's where we've got him, Lafe.

fLamurtine’s letter proves nothing, but

Morris got hold of Rosny's acknowled-
ment, probably for blackmailing pur-
poses, and it shows Brousseau has
swindled Rosny out of $37,000 on that
Jeal. Probably there were others,
_That's where his money went."

“I's u pity Morris couldn't run
strnight, being &s thorough as he is"
said Lafe.

Hilary looked at him searchingly
antil he compelled him to return his

sald. Hllary.

who
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continued

*You have been very reticent of late,
Lafe. What's the trouble?”

#] ghess it ain't mueh," sald Connell.
+wWell, you see, it's this way,"” he went
on reluctantly, “I knew what lles
rthat blackguard was spreading about
cyor. And I dido’t know whether to
tell you or not, Mr. Askew. I knew
! Baptiste saw us with that girl in Ste.
Marie, and I knew from his face that
the wasn't pleased. And again I didn’t
&now what to do. And I decided to lle
tow. lit's my way; maybe I was wrong,
\hert 'm against butting in, by nature.”

“Never mind, Lafe,” sald Hilary.
“+y*s too late to make any difference

“No, it ain't teo Iate!" shouted Lafe,
fenping to his feet. “Mr. Askew, you
haven't told him—Mr. Rosny—about
that asbestos mine, have you? You
onght fo have gone to him and let him
know., You could have saved Mam-
:melle Rosny from sacrificing herself
You can save her, and
to.
suppose I have let things drift,"
berly. *“I lived In a
the mess would clear

:
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the girl Marle—won't she
anything?"
her father. There's

of
he would take it. At

“And ;

|-sielgh

settles the matter.
talking nonsense.”

“Maybe I am,” sald Lafe stubbornly.
“But I ain't going to see your happi-
ness wrecked because two women
haven't the sense and the heart to
clear you. And I'm going to do it."

“No, you're not, Lafe,” sald Hilary
bluntly,

“Why not? Good Lord, why not?”

“Because I'm leaving St, Boniface,”
answered Hilary.

“Mr. Askew "

“I'm going,” repeated Hllary, with a
swift gesture of hopelessness, “You'll
call me a quitter, I suppose,”

“l certainly should,” answered Lafe
coolly. “The same as you did me.”

“Maybe., But I came up here to
play a certnln game. I came to put
the selgniory lumber business on its
legs.  And I'vé done It. I stayed to
fight Broussean after he nearly got me
down, and I've beaten him. I've won
that game on every point. I'm going
to make Brousseau refund his steal-
ings, and I'm going to leave you here
in ¢harge for the present, to wind up.
I shall go to Quebec to start proceed-
ings and try to find a purchaser. Your
contract will hold as long ns you want
it to, And I'm not coming back. I've
done what I came for, haven't I?" he
ended definntly.

“That's the way all quitters talk,”
sald Lafe,

Hilary's nerves were gone, of course.
Lafe knew that the last lap of the
race was the grueling one, Hilary need-
ed help, that was all. Lafe grew
erafty with his ldea.

“Well, you're boss, of course,” he
safd reluetantly. “If you've made up
vour mind, it ain't for me to interfere.
When are you leaving, sir?"

“I shall go out with Dupont when he
tukes his lust load,” answered Hilary,

“That'll he Friday. We ean't have

No, Lafe, you're

the logs through the mill before then.
Dupont doesn’t know yet?”

“Np."

Lafe reflected. The weather had

changed suddenly during the preceding
nizht. Alrendy the ghores of the St
Lavwrence were thick with grinding
floes, The middle passage was clear,
but in a few danys navigation would be
impossible ; a dog team wonld have to
he procured and trained to run to-
gether, Already It was a difficult jour-
v with n horsesslelgh hetween the
camp and the mill. If the weather
held, Hilary could be held until he,
Lafe, had accomplished his purpose,

Hilary put on his bhat and overcoat,
picked np his snowshoes and went to-
ward the stables. In n few minutes
the lorse had been harnessed to the
and stood breathing great
clonds of smoke Into the frosty air.
It started, and from the office door-
wuy Lafe watched the man whom he
loved best in the world of men driving
aAway.

He waited till the sleigh had disap-
peared among the trees behind the
hridge, He allowed ten minutes more,
to make sure that Hilary would not
change his Intentions and return. Then
he coolly opened Hilary's desk with a
duplicate key that had been made
after the burglary and took out the en-
velope that cont:ained the papers from
Morrie, He removed these and thrust
them into his pocket. In the empty
envelope he placed some discarded let-
ters from the waste-basket, Then he
put back the envelope, cloged the desk,
strapped on his snowshoes and left
the office,

Five minutes after he left Hilary was
back. His declsion had suddenly come
to him. He had resolved to leave St.
Bonlface, and there was nothing to be
guined by procrastination.

He wanted to lemve St. Bonlface
forever, and to put the memory of the
past months out of his mind, so far as
it could be possible, He hated the 1it-
tle village; even Lafe's presence had
become intolerable to him,

He went to Dupont on board his
schooner and arranged for him to sall
for Quebec the following evening with
the little load—one schooner full—
which he had. He Instructed him to
say nothing to anybody about the ar-
rangement. He saw nothing strange
in Dupont's manner or aspect and, had
he done so, he would not have thought
anything about It

Having Issued his Instructions, he
drove back toward the camp.

But, seeing that the office was dark
und unocecupled, he stopped there on
his way, opened his desk and took, out
the envelope which he supposed to
contain the letter and paper from Mor-
ris. In Quebec he meant to go through
them again, malling to Rosny those
papers that had reference to his af-
fairs and placing the others in a law-
yer's hands for a civil sult.

He packed a few of his personal ef-
fects In a bag and left the office, as he
supposed for the last time,

CHAPTER XV.
Lafe Takes a Hand. ‘

Lafe was surprised to feel the bitter
tang of the alr when he left the mill
oing to be winter now,

sleigh had been there that day; pos
slbly it was In the stables now. He
rang the bell, nodded to Roblitaille,
who opened the door, disregarded his
Incomprehensible nddress, which
geemed to negative Lafe's wish to en-
ter, and went by Instinet into the liv-
ing room at the end of the hall for the
first time in his life,

He tapped at the door, but there
came no unswer. He knocked more
loudly, and went In without walting
for any. He discovered the Seigneur
in a big leather chalr before the huge,
glowing fire, Madeleine standing be-
side him and Edouard Brousseau a
short distance away. There was an
atmosphere of Immediate constraint,
as If Lafe's appearance had Interrupt-
el a tense interview, Lafe sensed if
but he did not care. He could hardly
belleve his luck, He had wanted
Brousseau there badly, but he had not
hoped to meet him.

Broussean was the first to speak.
He may have guessed the nature of
Lafe's errand from Lafe's attitude,
though not its fullness. He scowled.

“It's the man from the mill," he said
in a sneering tone to Monsienur Rosny.

Madeleine raised her eyes and Lafe
rend in them the same Intuition that
was in Brousseau's, and also her chal-
lenge. She was arming fo oppose him
in his fight for Hilary, she wus prepar-
ing to Oght agninst all that she held
dearest, for the sake of the swindler
across the room. Lafe, admired her
courage, but this he had expeeted.

“My business Is with Mr, Rosny,"
he said. .

“Don't let that trouble you, I speak
for Monsicur Rosny,” answered, Brous-
§Oa1.

“You'll hear for him, teo, then,” re-
torted Lafe. “Mr, Rosny, that man is
a Har, a thief and a swindling rogue,
That's what I've come to prove.”

Brousgenu started forward, his face
pale with rage. As he placed himself
in o fighting ettitude Lafe c¢almly as-
sumed that of defense, the left fist
ready, the right arm across hig chest,
turned outward and slightly upward.
Broungsenn wus no coward, but he hesi-
tated, and his moment passed.

The Seigneur's face grew dark with
anger. “No man can say such things
of n g'uwt of mine,” he cried, and
gripped the arms of his chair as If try-
Ing to rise. Madeleine hent over him
and restrained him. Her face was
flushed with resentment.

“T told you my business was with
vou, Mr. Rosny," spld Lafe, unper-
turbed. “I ain't speaking to him. God
knows I don't want to speak to him,
He says he's speaking for you, so let
him speak to this. He's swindled the
St. Boniface lumber company out of
eighty thousand dollars, so far as
we've learned yet, and mayhe more,
But I guess he's heard enough, 1 got
the proofs, but maybe It's painful lis-
tening."

“Leave the Chatenu [mmediately,
Monsleur!” thundered the Seigneur.

“Not till I've finished speaking,” an-
swered Lafe, “Unless he asks meé to

the Chateau
Monsleur!”

“Leave Immediately,

go, and then I'll think about It. He's
speaking for you. You ain't in on this
deal, Mr. Rosny. And now I've ante'd,”
he ended deflantly. "
Madeleine came forward quietly,
“You ean go, Mr. Connell,” she sald In
2 ‘zolce vibrant with restrained anger.
“We do not permit Monsieur Brous-
seau to be Insulted, here or anywhere,
Your conduct is intolerable, Leave in-
stantly, and If you have anything to
say to him in accusation say It* when:
he has not a woman and a sick man
present to restrain his resentment.”
Lafe flushed. - "And you ain't in it
nelther, Mamzelle,” he answered.
“What I got to say I say to Mr. Rosny.
I come here to say It and I'll go when
1 saild it.” VeI
“Oh, Jet him speak,” snarles
seau. “Monsleur Askew s afr
Madeleins's
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“I say It here!” cried Lafe In a furi-
ous volce that surprised nimself,
“He's cheated us out of elghty thou-
sand dollars, and he's cheated you, Mr,
Rosny, out of about as much, and prob-
ably more, and you can put it in any
words you like, And I've got the pa-
pers to prove it—all bf ‘em.”

Broussean wineced and staggered
back dumfounded; there was no mis-
taking now that the man was afraid.
Though Madelelne would not deign to
acknowledge that she had listened to
Lafe's words, Lafe caught the flicker
of her eyellds s she glanced quickly
toward Brousseau, and he knew that
at the same Instant she had seen the
look on Brousseau’s face. The Seig-
neur, mouthing impotently. had kept
trying to rise; but now he sat open-
| mouihed in his chair, and thereafter
they listened.

“I'll tell you why he wants the
seigniory,” continued Lafe. “I guess
it's part plain greed, but there's an-
other reason, and that explains why
he wants to get Mr. Askew off. There's
an asbestos mine on the island—Look
at him! Look at him!"

Broussenn was glaring at him, the
pleture of impotent rage. Lafe, hav-
ing indicated him with his hand, re-
sumed ;

“He kept it off the map in our office,
pretending the island iso't on our lim-
its, and he spread that story, but you
know better, Mr. Rosny. The island
has the best agbestos mine this side of
Thetford, and I've seen the mines at
Thetford. And It's worth a good quar-
ter million dollars, I reckon. Mayhe
more, Maybe a million—I .ain't no
Judge. And he's kept it secret from
}.n"-ll

“He's drunk or dreaming,” mut-
tered Brousseau, trembling. “A few
strands of rock flax, commerecially
worthless—"

“But that ain't roguery, That's just
n business trick," sald Connell. “How
did he get you into his power, Mr. Ros-
ny, asking your pardon? I'll*tell you.
He's cheated vou as he's cheated us,
except that it was worse, because you
trusted him, which we never did.
That's what I come to tell you, Mr.
Rosny.
nearly forty thousand dollars on one
deal, In North Empire Development
company stock, and maybe in other—"

Brousseau reaped at Lafe like a
tiger. Lafe, who had anticipated the
move, stepped dexterously aside, at
the same time twirllng the chalr on
which his hand was resting. TOus-
geau, in his plunge forward, tripped
over it, stumbled and fell prone to the
floor,

“And 1 got the papers to prove that
—here!" said Lafe triumphantly.

Broussenu rose, rubbing his shins
and muttering curses, and glared sav-
agely about him. Madeleine was
breathing quickly, her eyes fixed in-
tently on Lafe's face.

“It's a d——d lia!" cried Brousseau.
“They've forged those paperg. Where
are they? Eh? Show me!”

“He snid he was speaking for you,
Mr, Rosny” sald Lafe, “so here they
are. I guess you know your signa-
ture?”

He drew the envelope from his pock-
et and placed the three documents on
the Selgneur's knee, standing between
him and Brousseaun, who looked ready
fo leap agein. Buot he did not leap;
he muttered to Madelelne, who still
watched Lafe breathlessly.

“T guess these letters don't tell you
much, Mr. Rosny,"” continuned Lafe, “If
you'll put them together you'll see that
those fifty thousand-dollur shares were
sold for you In Quebec at a hundred
doHars aplece.”

“Yea. Monsleur Broussesu had il
fortune with that company. He ex-
plained it to me,"” sald the Selgneur,
trembling. “What of it?”

“Why, here's the market price of its
shares five days before at $875, that's
all,” said Lafe. "It didn't tumble that
fast. All the country woulgd have been
ringing with it If It had ddne that. 1
guess Brousseau has that money of
yours tucked away safely somewhere.”

“You gave me your power of attor-
ney—" Brousseau began,

But his gullt was written on his
face. The swiftness of the blow had
utterly disconcerted him and made him
incapable of defense, Lafe saw the
Selgnenr’s expression chonge as if &
mask has been torn from his fea-
tures. He staggered to his feet, bis
left slde helpless, and, grasping the
ehair with his right hand, confronted
Brousseau.

“What have you to say? Is it true
or false, monsleur?" he cried. “Where
are my other stocks? You had a hun-
dred thousand of my money. Where
Is 1t

“Find it!” yelled Broussean. *“Go to
the devil with your money! T tried to
help you out of friendship. I haven't
time to work out your stock exchange
accounts for you. If anybody's cheat-
-ed you it's the stockbroker. Go to him
for 1t!" He started toward Madeleine.
*You don't’ :
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the fellow 18, Ah, keep your hand
down, Mr. Rosny: I'm telling yon what
I think of him. That's what I came
here for. And if you'll excuse me for
referring to your mortgage, which
everyhody knows, if he doesn't turn
that in to you by-tomorrow Mr, Askew
will sue him criminally as well as eiv-
illy for what he's done to us;, because
wa've got the confession of the man
that snwed the boom for him."

Broussean 'swung on his heel sud-
denly and strode toward the door, He
turned and shook his fist at Lafe. “T'll
pay you for this, you and that other
blackmafler1” he swore. “Ill smash
your rotten concern. I'l—"

He broke off with a. derisive snort
and made toward the entrance, But
Lafe strode past him and blocked his
WaY.

“Just a moment,” he sald, “Mr,
Rosny’s got something to say to you."

Brousseau trled to fling himself
past, but Lafe, standing lke an Iron
sentinel, completely filled the open-
ing.

“Monsieur Brousseau,” sald the
Selgneur, “there are just a few words
to say before you go. When Monsieur
Connell came here he did not meet

Like a

Brousseau Leaped at Lafe
: Tiger.

with encourngemeni. He proved his
ense, nnd you have proved [t by your
actions. When you were a boy I ad-
vanced you, I interested myself In youw
You elimbed high, and you tried to re-
pay me by ousting me from my lands
and stepping into my shoes. You
soﬁght to dishonor us through my
dagughter, who was wiser than I in her
recognition of what you were. I
thought that yon were only ill-bred,
but you have proved yourself a scoun-
drel as well. You will repay me
everything you have stolen or go to
jafl. Good-day, monsieur,”

“That's all, I guess," said Lafe, and
opened the door.

Broussenu dashed through and along
the corridor, Lafe followed him at an
Interval; but Brousseau did not walt
for him. He pulled the front door
open and slammed It behind him.
When Lafe reached it Brousseau was
dlready dragging his horse, already
harnessed to his sleigh, out of the sta-
bles, :

Lafe watched him drive away and
turned boack into the hall. He hesitat-
ed to return into the room, but as he
stopped uncertainly in the corridor be-
hind the entrance Madeleine came to-
ward him. ]

“My father thanks you, Mr. Con-
nell,” she said, and though the tenrs
rained down her face she smiled. “It
is like the lifting of & nightmare,” she
whispered.

* “Yes, mademoiselle,” sald Lafe. “But
it was you 1 wanted chlefly to see.”

“You saw me. What else is there to
say? Mr. Connell, #f you have come
here on any other mission it is hope-
less, Why did you let him' send you
for—for that?' she continued, reading
his face.

“Because he's my friend"” said Lafe,
“But he didn't send me here. He's
talking of golng away. Thit’s why I
came." g 37

He saw her start, the'n% bas-

“I'm forty years old,” mmm."‘qh\.

consclous of the ineptness ef the be
ginning, hesitated. “T'm forty yeara
old," he eontinued. “Not eld enough
to be yeur father, mademeiselle, but
ald enomgh to be a sert of unce

lllustrations by Irwin Myef.s

couth, unlettered, standing before
Madeleine Rosny, seemed like a be
nevolent guardlan. o °

“When he came to like you I was
glad,"” continued Lafe. “But when you
came to like him I wae just about ay
happy as when I was leadiag Clarice—
my wife, 1 mean—out of the First
Methodist church at Shoeburyport,’
Mass,, on Augunst 17, 1002, with her
white veil hiding her, and them crange
flowers she was ecarrying scenting up ~
the place . . not quite so glad, may-
be, but not far shy of it. And you
think he wasn't true to you? What
man In his senses wouldn't be?

#1 won't hear you!" cried the girl
summoning her” defiance to her ald
“He should have spoken for himself,
What right have you to speak for him,
sent or unsent?”

“Why, I thought I'd explain that,
mamzelle.  Just because I'm  his
friend,” sald Lafe. “It ain’t true. Not
a word of that story's trne. I'm going
to teil you the truth, But first ’'m go-
Ing to say what I got to say, becausg
it's true. You haven't acted rightiy
toward him—no, you haven't, mam-
zelle!”

The passionate gesture, the sincerity
of his tone dominfited her,” She tried
to find her volce and could not; she
tried to find Indignation and could not.

“We went fo Ste. Marle together to
see conditions there, fo see what
sort of place Simeon Duval was run
ning, ,The girl was there. It wgs the
night of the rald, and we helped her
away, She got home, and her father
never knew, Little Baptiste knew, and
others whe'd seen her with us. They
told Brousseau, and he started those
lles about Mr, Askew, who never knew
about it—never knew anything.

“That fellow Pleyre, Broussean's
man, had his eye on the girl. Yon know
the sort of work he's done along this
const, Maybe you don’t, but it's devil's
work, mamzelle, and he and Leblane
lured Marie into a boat by means of
their decoy, Nanette Bomnat, and took
her to the [sland. We found them
there, and saved her, and brought the
girls: back. That's all. Now you
know. = Now you understand how
you've done Hilary a wrong. If you
don't believe me,” Lafe continued dog-
gedly, “just tell me how muoch youn
don't believe, and I'll prove .It. Tl
prove every word; you don't have to
take me on trust”

“Do you think I am capable of seek-
ing evidence that a man Is true to
me?" cried Madeleine. *“Do yvou think
I am going into St. Boniface to pry
into your friend’'s actions?”

“Yon love him, mamzelle,” sald Lafe,
with patience that would not be
thwarted. “I ean read that in your
face. You love him, and you've done
him a wrong. Well, mamzelle, you
can't lle down under that. You can't
bear it. You've got to right it."

She burst Into helpless tears. “I
hoped that he would come to me,” she
whispered.

“Hilary Askew anin't that kind of a
man," said Lafe.

“He refused to defend himself.”

“He'd promised Marie to say noth-
Ing*

“Let me pass. I have heard you."

But Lafe stood in the way. “You're
going to tell him it's all right,” he said.
“I'll arrange it o it won't hurt your
pride, if that's worth keeping—"

“How dare you insult me? Let him
come to me! Let him come and
plead "

“Mamzelle "

“I shall never go to him 1"

And Lafe had reached the end. His
outraged justice had led him to the
goal; but It was the wrong goal. He
was helpless, he was beaten, He
stepped aside, and she ran past him,
hurr?lng up the stanirs, whose faded
carpet was held by tarnished rods
that gleamed between her moving feet.

Lafe looked along the gloomy hall
at the portraits In thelr gilt frames,
and he felt the unreasoning, stubborn
Rosny spirit that looked out of the
eyes of each, as it had looked out of
Madeleine's and spoken by her. And
it had met such another spirit In Hil-
ury.
~ "1 guess you're wrong, all of you"
Lafe muttered. “I guess you manu-
factured your code and thought it was
 breeding and pride, and you can't help
I You got your foundstions crooked.

\You cant help it; thet's all.”

, with the same- dogged patience,
:Cm'pnt‘:? m air of hopelessness,
AR Sy et s
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| derstudy to the magistrate.
‘each was. consclous of
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~ In a certaln part of our g
minlons 1s a doctor who a¢ mmx‘
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